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maintained that money was the most important thing in life he would
have put the case against much better than I ever could. He would have
reminded me of those hectic and satisfying days when he wrote for the
Star and read at the Museum, when money made no appeal to him, when
he was arguing Marx with Hyndman and Morris and religion with
Bradlaugh and Annie Besant, when he proved at some out of the way
debating society that art was exhausted and heard from theatre managers
that plays without action were unplayable and was advised to stop
teaching and get down to murder. It was a poor livelihood but a rich
and happy life.